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the third. Boulgakov assures us that she called
her husband all sorts of names, going beyond all
limits of decency, inventing insane accusations
(des choses folles) to justify her hatred of
Tchertkov.

Suddenly she sees Tolstoi hurry away pale with
horror, into his bedroom, which he locks behind
him and then into his workroom where he locks
the door leading into the drawing-room, barri'
cading himself as in a fortress.

A moment later his unhappy wife went from
door to door begging for admittance and asking
for forgiveness: "Leo darling, I won't'say it any
more!"

Tolstoi did not answer or open to her; but next
day admits that he thinks of going away: "It is
impossible,11 he says, "to treat a great many people
as reasonable beings (and he waved his hand
towards his wife's apartment). One must regard
them as children, that is, love them, respect them,
protect them but never put them on a level with
oneself, nor expect from them an understanding
beyond their capacity. The worst of it is that
these growri'up children have no desire to learn
as real children have and no childish sincerity;
they are indifferent to argument, contemptuous
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